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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N:**

Warning: brief references to character death and suicide attempt.

Paring: Gar/Vic (BB/Cy)

This fic is going to be a blend of characterizations and elements from the original 52, the New 52, and the Justice League Unlimited animated series.

Feedback is welcome!

* * *

><p>Too many people he loved were dead.<p>

As usual.

The moss-covered rocks were slick beneath his bare feet, and Gar cursed aloud when he turned on his ankle. He'd ditched his boots a while back; Trigon's fire had melted through the soles, anyway. At the moment, he was in his human form. Changing shapes was even more agonizing than ever; his transformations had been painful ever since Raven polluted him with the remnants of Trigon. She'd corrupted both he and Richard, to the point that they were practically demons along with her.

_Raven. Richard._

Tonight, Gar had killed the two of them, in a desperate last attempt to stop Trigon from fully emerging in them all. Raven was a herald of Trigon, and had turned he and Richard into ones as well, in an attempt to use them restore Trigon to his full power.

Gar had tried to kill himself, too, but seeing he was still alive, he must have botched the job somehow.

The decision to kill two of his closest friends had not been easy. But Lilith was slayed trying to exorcise Trigon's influence from Raven, and Donna fell in combat not long afterward. Gar had spent the conflict at war with himself, struggling against the bloodlust Raven incited in him. In a hard-won moment of clarity, Gar had realized the only immediate solution, the only way to stop further needless bloodshed, was to kill Richard, Raven, and himself. It was the only way to suspend Trigon's influence over all of them.

He couldn't remember the act itself. He only recalled reaching the decision to kill them both, and then hazily returning to consciousness (life?) with their corpses strewn beside him.

Wally and Kory were missing after the battle, and Gar, a Doom Patrol veteran, held no optimism about their prospects for survival.

The only other Titan left alive was probably Vic.

Vic. His closest friend, his confidant. He was in space right now. Gar had been with him for awhile, but during their time together, Vic gradually become less recognizable. The man who Gar had witnessed fight to retain his humanity come hell or high water now willingly integrated new technology into his being at every opportunity. Gar had returned to Earth when he realized the Victor he'd known was gone, buried away beneath pieces of alien technology.

_"I knew we'd get out of this deathtrap," Gar had once reassured Vic while rescuing him after a disastrous fight with the Disruptor._

_"Really? " Vic had asked skeptically. " How? "_

_"Haven't you heard? " Gar had said wryly. " It's an all-inclusive part of my escape claws. "_

He missed Vic. The Vic who joked with him, sparred with him, playfully insulted him. He missed Vic's blunt honesty, his sarcasm, his warmth, his affection. In space together, Gar had watched as those parts of Vic gradually faded and vanished. The Vic he'd left in space seemed totally disinterested in him as a person, friend, or ally, and only spoke to him to report on technological updates to his system.

Now was the time to change that. To reverse his friends' deaths, to erase Vic's development into a complete robot.

To Gar, Vic had always been the Tin Man with a heart. Though Vic could cynical and jaded, there was also an inalienable strong moral fiber ingrained within him, a nobility that refused to allow himself to commit actions solely of self-interest or malice. And Gar was going to bring that Vic back.

"Goddamn," Gar hissed as he tread on a thorny bramble branch. Ignoring the pain, he pushed through the shrubbery and stumbled into a clearing.

The sky was dark, but the cold glow of the moonlight illuminated his destination. An overgrown cemetery, just across the field, mostly obscured from view due to the surrounding overgrowth. Low-hanging tree limbs were bent to awkward angles by heavy snarls of climbing vines, giving the effect of a sylvan canopy. Similar ramblers wove throughout the dense hedges, creating caverns of deep shadow.

The tombstones themselves were weathered, the epitaphs now illegible with age, and snares of ivy snaked from around the rotting wood of the dilapidated split rail fence to lace between the graves.

The small cemetery was quiet as Gar made his way to the mausoleum, the air very still. No crickets chirped, no birds called, no wind rustled through the leaves. The atmosphere was almost anticipatory, like the world around him was holding its breath as it awaited his next move.

Once at the mausoleum, Gar withdrew a withered black candle, approximately twelve inches in length, from his pack. He'd found the object among his father's possessions, no doubt a remainder from his occult days with John Constantine. Little research had been necessary to determine the precise nature of the candle.

Hesitating, Gar studied the object in his hands. Once the candle was lit, there was no going back. There would be sacrifices he have to make.

Maybe he should stop here. Walk away while he still had the opportunity, and move forward with his life. Enter the next chapter. It wasn't like he didn't have plans; he was managing Dayton Industries right now, and was scheduled to start college in the fall.

But then again . . .

How many people had he lost? His parents, Chief Tabawa, even those two thieves who had briefly adopted him. The Doom Patrol- the Chief, Larry, Cliff, and Rita. Hell, at the moment, Steve had once again pulled a knight errant and was off God knows where.

And Terra. To lose her, he would have had to have her in the first place, and Gar remained uncertain of if he'd ever managed to draw out the true Terra's personality. Now that Gar was sufficiently separated from the events surrounding the two of them, he knew that on some level, the Terra he loved only existed as an idea rather than an individual- of course, that had been the entire purpose of Terra' deception. But his idea of her had died when she did, buried beneath a pile of rubble brought down on her by either choice or frenzy.

Tonight, the rest of the Titans had fallen.

Richard, constantly in motion, brimming with good nature and vitality, who had been like an older brother to Gar.

Raven, whose quiet wisdom and steadfast counsel guided the team throughout both trying missions and personal crises.

Kory, whose radiant beauty was nothing compared to her passion in all aspects of life, her kindness to others, and her ferocity in battle.

Wally, the most straitlaced and sensible of their group, whose occasional grumblings were belied by his generosity toward all and his determination to give aid to those in need.

Donna, whose tenacity was only succeeded by her strength of character. She was gentle and compassionate despite her power, and Gar imagined she was what an older sister would be like.

Lilith. Though Gar was not as familiar with her as the others, she had helped them save the Earth from Trigon's rule once before. Now, she died trying to do the same, attempting to restore Richard, Raven, and himself to their true nature.

All that remained was a Vic that was barely Vic. Not the Vic whom he'd fought alongside, not the Vic who encouraged him to learn to manage Dayton Industries, not the Vic who struggled to remain human, not the Vic who gave his damnedest to save everyone.

Twisting off the plain platinum band he wore on his left hand, Gar considered the ring for a moment. Summoning all his resolve, he clenched the ring in his fist, feeling the metal press against his palm.

Flipping open a lighter, Gar held the candle in one hand and lit it with the other.

Time to make a deal.


	2. Chapter 2

Zatanna sighed deeply as she finished preparing the penultimate section of her supply cabinet. Replenishing her reserves of magical ingredients for her spells was not only costly, but time-consuming as well. Magic was a precise art, thus its components required careful treatment and storage. Certain items needed to remain in isolation, or in homogenous groups, in order for their essences to remain pure and retain their enchanting properties.

Additionally, most of the tasks to prepare the components necessitated careful and cautious attention, and as temperamental as the ingredients could be, Zatanna had little choice but to work by hand.

Exhaling slowly, Zatanna reached her arms above her head and stretched, doing her best to relax her tense muscles, sore from spending most of the day leaning over a workbench. After she finally completed her cataloging, she would gather the freshest relaxation herbs in her collection and treat herself to a long, warm bath.

Just as she reached for her knife to start dicing the final batch of wormwood root, a prickle of unease jabbed at her consciousness. Snapping to full attention, Zatanna concentrated as an odd sense of displacement rippled within her, spreading from the core of her being to the tips of her fingers. And suddenly, there was an inescapable feeling of incongruousness, that she was out of step with space and time.

Summoning all her will, Zatanna narrowed her eyes and let her magic hum through her body, allowing it to build, until in a burst of energy, she broke through the surrounding spell. The power of the opposing magic shattered, then resonated, its fragments nearly bowling her over with their sheer magnitude, astonishingly strong even as the enchantment collapsed. But Zatanna stood determined, refusing to give any of her ground; she would not be a slave to anyone else's will.

As the magic around her ebbed away, Zatanna's mind whirled. She knew when she was being conned. And another sorcerer, a powerful one, had just tried to dupe her- but to what end?

Wasting no time, Zatanna crossed the room to her summoning circle. Murmuring an incantation, she closed the circle from any metaphysical attacks, and with another chant, brought forth a portal. An antique metal chest emerged, and Zatanna swiftly disabled the fortifying spells and seals that at once prevented unlocking or magic from altering the contents.

Carefully, Zatanna removed her _Gloine nan Druidh_, and scowled fiercely when she saw the runes on the glassy stone were aglow.

The lit runes could only indicate an enormous out-pour of a malicious spell. Another sorcerer had used an enormous outburst of Chaos magic to alter their Earth. To tamper with lives, with events, with time.

As for the reason, Zatanna did not know. Yet.

Resealing the chest and the portal, Zatanna stepped out of the circle, forgetting her own weariness. A new challenge had arose. She needed to trace who had been playing games with the universe's alignment, and why.

A knock on the door of Vernon Questor's office interrupted his examination of the profit return on the trial ventures of Dayton Industries.

"Come in," he called, straightening in his chair.

The door opened, and a young blonde maid with whom he'd spoken earlier stood in the doorway. "Excuse me, sir. I know you're concerned for Mr. Logan's state of being and wanted a report when I brought him dinner this evening."

"How is he, Madelyn?" Questor inquired.

"He refused dinner, sir," Madelyn said apologetically. "He sent it back down to the kitchen."

Questor sighed. "Thank you, Madelyn. That is all."

"Very well, sir," Madelyn said, before exiting and closing the door on her way out.

Steeling himself for the upcoming battle, Questor momentarily mused on the current state of the Dayton family, to which he had now served as an assistant for several years. More than a decade ago, Steve Dayton, one of the wealthiest individuals in the world, had married Oscar-winning actress Rita Farr. They both had continued their respective careers, but became parents quickly afterward. Garfield Logan's family had perished in a boating accident, and Steve and Rita, his godparents, instantly adopted him and proceeded to raise him as their own.

Rising from his desk, Questor started on his journey from his first floor office to Garfield's fourth floor living quarters.

The next decade passed by with few surprises. Though rambunctious throughout his childhood, Garfield had excelled in academics, sports, and extracurricular activities. True, meeting curfew was rarely a goal of his, and he all too often forgot to ask for parental permission before vacationing in another country with his friends. But overall, he was surprisingly low maintenance for a teenager.

Last week, however, Rita had been killed during an attack on Metropolis. As of now, the reports released by the authorities stated the aggressors were invaders from another planet, known as Apokolips.

But no matter what the cause, Rita Farr was dead. She had been in Metropolis for an awards show, to receive another honor for her latest film.

Steve was devastated. Overcome with grief, he had taken to his rooms and had yet to emerge.

In his father's absence, Garfield had assumed management of his mother's funeral and various memorial services. He seemed numb with shock and grief in his quieter moments, but capable of feigning appropriate emotions for all tasks required of him. During public appearances, he was grief-stricken but collected; with his fellow mourners, he was heartbroken but gracious; for business decisions, he was solemn but resolved. So readily and ably had Garfield taken to the many masks of the upper class that Questor doubted the boy himself even realized the manner in which he was automatically tailoring his interactions to each individual audience.

Upon reaching Garfield's quarters, Questor paused outside of the elaborately carved mahogany double doors and buzzed the ultramodern intercom made from the latest technology of Dayton industries. "Questor here. Mr. Logan, do you have a moment to speak?"

There was no response, but the door's electronic lock retracted, which Questor interpreted as permission to enter, and did so.

He ascended the brief polished marble staircase, the landing of which was built over a small pond, supplemented by a miniature waterfall. The stairs led into the parlor, a room that consisted of soft white walls, dark wooden furniture, and enormous windows, all adorned by gleaming gold ornaments. The room was a classic blend of opulent and contemporary.

Garfield was awaiting him on one of the many lavish white sofas that surrounded the seventy-eight inch plasma screen television. He was still wearing his suit from a memorial service he attended in the afternoon, but by now, he had loosened his tie and shed his jacket.

Though the Dayton heir's posture was impeccable, and for all purposes, he appeared relaxed, Questor could detect weariness and despair in his demeanor. Hardly unexpected, however, for a teenager who had just lost his mother for the second time and whose father had all but succumbed to grief.

As Questor approached, Garfield's attention did not divert from the news- yet another review of Apokolips's attack, this time detailing a new hero known as "Cyborg" who had emerged during the event to help the Justice League successfully repel the invasion.

Questor cleared his throat, and Garfield turned to him. His usually energetic persona was subdued, and his bright blue eyes were circled with dark shadows and seemed far older than his years.

With the remote, Garfield switched off the television. "Hey, Ques. How's my father?" His voice was hoarse, but whether it was from grief or overuse due to the number public addresses he had given in the past several days remained uncertain.

"I think he still needs some time," Questor replied tactfully. "As for you-"

"I'm fine," Garfield replied. "I checked my father's calendar for tomorrow, and he's supposed to be interviewing with some _Daily Planet _reporter about the purchase of STAR Labs in the morning, and meeting with the board in the afternoon. I'll be taking over both of those duties while he's incapacitated."

"Let me take the board meeting for you, at least," Questor offered. "Lord knows you have enough on your plate already."

Garfield shook his head. "Don't worry about it, Questor. I'll be fine."

"Mr. Logan, I insist," Questor said firmly. "I know you want to help your father, but you won't be of use to anyone if you work yourself into exhaustion."

Garfield's eyes blazed with anger. "I _said _I'd be fine!" His tone was sharp and angry.

Questor did not reply immediately, searching for the best way to maintain composure and defuse Garfield's temper, but before he could respond, the teenager spoke again.

"I'm sorry, Questor. It's not fair of me to snap at you when you're only trying to help me," Gar apologized.

"Mr. Logan, you're distraught. In the wake of recent events, I can't fault you for not being perfectly in control of your emotions," Questor returned sincerely.

"Nevertheless, it was wrong of me to take it out on you." Garfield sighed. "I'm sorry, Questor, I truly am. I just keep thinking of all of my obligations. I'm supposed to make an appearance at the dedication of that inner city playground, and then I've arranged to meet with several officials from our finance and PR departments to establish a memorial charity in my mother's name. I don't want anyone to think I'm neglecting my responsibilities."

"If you couldn't manage your duties at the moment, it would be perfectly understandable," Questor responded, his tone not unkind. "And if I might be so bold, Mr. Logan, personally, I don't think burying your grief in a multitude of activities is either healthy or ultimately productive."

Garfield looked at Questor directly and offered a wan smile. "I'm not going to have a mental breakdown, Ques. If for no other reason, I simply don't have the time for it."

Questor's firm tone returned. "Be that as it may, I must insist that I take your place at the board meeting. After all, it's _my _responsibility to ensure you are not overwhelmed by your role in the company."

"All right," Garfield conceded quietly. "Thank you, Vern."

"Good night, Gar," Questor said with a smile. He took his leave, and before he was halfway to the door, the television was clicked on again, with yet more news about this "Cyborg" character.


	3. Chapter 3

Author's Note: In this version, the Justice League, along with the expanded league, was already established before Darkseid's invasion, and Cyborg was invited to join after he helped repel Darkseid's forces.

* * *

><p>During his time with the Justice League, Clark had been amazed at the luxury of Wayne Manor, speechless at the grandeur of the Royal Atlantean palace, and wonderstruck at the ancient halls of Themyscira.<p>

But none of his previous astonishment could compare to the utter awe inspired by the sight of Dayton Manor. Set far back from the private road leading toward it, the opulent white behemoth stood proudly, a grand sight against the horizon. The sight of the colossal mansion emerging from around the bend nearly brought Clark to swerve off the road.

"Sorry," he apologized hastily to his coworker in the passenger seat, but Jimmy Olsen, occupied with staring at the estate in wonder, didn't appear to notice either the offense or the attempt to make amends.

"Holy God," the college student breathed. "How many rooms do you think are in that place?"

"Must be over thirty." Clark hazarded a guess.

The sprawling residence wasn't just impressive for its size, though. The structure itself, with towering pillars and elaborate archways, was incredible on its own.

Clark pulled the car to a halt at the gates, the second checkpoint where they'd been required to stop and verify their identities.

"Clark Kent and Jimmy Olsen, from the Daily Planet," he informed the guards, handing over their press passes for inspection.

"Reporter and photographer," Jimmy added proudly.

Dayton Manor was no less imposing within close range. The lawns were perfectly manicured and the gardens elaborate, their intricate arrangement complementing the ornate embellishments of the building. The vivid blooms caught Clark's gaze, and he smiled, scanning the area, observing the stately decorations. Further off, he could see a gazebo, a winding stream, and a footbridge. The grounds of Dayton Manor were immaculate and unfailingly picturesque, as if too good to be true.

Clark's smile dropped as he recalled why he and Jimmy were at the Manor in the first place. Initially, they were supposed to meet with Steve Dayton at the central branch of STAR Labs in Metropolis. But during Darkseid's attack the previous week, Dayton's wife, award-winning actress Rita Farr, was killed. Overcome with grief, Dayton was unable to retain his commitments, and the interview was rearranged to take place at Dayton Manor, this time with Dayton's son, Gar Logan.

A wave of self-reproach washed over Clark yet again, and he sighed tiredly. Long ago, he'd become resigned to the reality that despite his extraordinary abilities, it was not within his power to save everyone. Still, the knowledge didn't ease the guilt that overtook him each time he turned on the news and saw the ever-mounting death toll from the invasion.

But as they continued up to the massive front doors, Clark pushed aside his self recrimination. No amount of remorse was going to bring back Rita Farr or any of the other victims. And right now, he had a duty to report to the world Dayton's plans for STAR Labs.

The two of them were ushered into the house by a pretty, blonde young woman, and led through a maze of vaulted hallways that seemed to be nothing but sparkling white marble floors and white walls with gleaming golden accents, until they arrived at an open, sunny terrace. A table with chairs was arranged near the edge, providing a striking view of a lake and forest in the distance, and another table off to the side hosted a magnificent spread of foodstuffs.

"Mr. Logan will be along shortly," the young blonde maid told them. "He apologizes for the delay, and in the meantime, urges you to help yourself to the refreshments." She gestured to the table laden with food. "I'll be going now, but I'll be back in a few moments in case you require any assistance."

"Thank you," Clark said sincerely.

The maid acknowledged him with a smile and a nod, and then departed back through the patio doors.

"This place is amazing," Jimmy enthused. "I've been to Luthor's mansion and headquarters for stories, but I've never seen a house quite as extravagant as this."

"It's beautiful, no doubt about it," Clark agreed, fixing himself a cup of coffee from the refreshment table.

"Do you think we were invited here to make a point?" Jimmy asked suddenly. "I mean, I know the Daytons couldn't exactly avoid a family tragedy, but it almost seems like we were deliberately brought here to be dazzled with the sights and sounds."

His enhanced hearing detected approaching footsteps from the inside of the mansion, and Clark choose his answer carefully, aware their host would be able to hear them. "To be honest, I've considered the same suspicions, but given that we're here to write a piece that's mostly informational, I'm not sure what honestly could be gained with attempts to overwhelm us."

"Nor am I," a voice said from behind them. "Which is why you can be certain I wouldn't have bothered."

Jimmy jumped about a foot in the air at the sudden appearance of their host, and Clark feigned surprise as well. Under the guise of startlement, he grabbed a few moments to study Gar Logan.

Despite being sixteen years old and the son of a famous actress and the world's fifth richest individual, Logan's appearances in the news media or gossip rags were surprisingly infrequent. His parents always carefully hid him from paparazzi. Little was known about him- he'd been adopted by Steve Dayton and Rita Farr at six years old; evidently, he was their godchild. His birth parents were scientists killed during a flood while conducting research in Qurac.

Perhaps one of the reasons Gar managed to avoid the limelight was due to the sheer dearth of information about him- it was difficult for an individual to capture public attention when there was virtually next to no known information about him beyond the absolute basics.

During the past week since his mother's death, he'd probably received more attention than ever before from the cameras at his mother's funeral, memorials, wakes, and dedications.

Any misgivings Clark may have held regarding the family cleared momentarily as a stab of sympathy for Gar Logan pierced his heart. He had two identities- Superman, the ever-present guardian of Metropolis, and Clark, who was somewhat hapless beyond his uncanny ability to always get the jump on new stories. Through the duality, he could experience both the fantastic and the mundane.

What would it be like to never have that kind of privacy? To have to have his raw grief rendered for display so the viewing public could watch?

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to overhear," Gar Logan said, with a smile calculated to appear sheepish. Clark's practiced eye told him the expression wasn't the least bit genuine, but given Logan's current situation, he could hardly blame him. "But I want you to know that the reason I asked you to visit my home was purely due to my personal convenience. I apologize for dragging you out here, but it was the only way I could continue with the interview."

"I'm the one who should be apologizing," Jimmy said shamefacedly. "I didn't mean to be rude."

Logan offered them both a smile, but again, it was purely for show. "It's only expected for a reporter such as yourself to be suspicious about my motives. Your apology is appreciated, but really quite unnecessary, Mr. . . ."

"Olsen," Jimmy supplied. "Jimmy Olsen. But call me Jimmy. Everyone does."

"And I'm Clark Kent." Clark extended his hand, and Logan shook it briefly, with a firm grip.

"I'm Gar Logan, but you know that already. Please, call me Gar." He indicated the table. "Please help yourself to some food. It's the least I can do, really, given that I've had to trouble you with driving out here."

As they seated themselves at the table, Clark used the opportunity to inspect Gar further. He'd glimpsed him before a few times, mainly when he was reporting on charity galas or ribbon-cutting ceremonies, but he'd mostly only seen him from a distance, and before today, never held a direct conversation with him.

There could be no doubt that Gar was handsome. With his glossy golden blonde hair, fair complexion, and vivid blue eyes, he easily could have passed for the frontman of a boy band. Slender and slim-hipped but with lean muscles, he was clearly active and athletic. At the moment, he was dressed in a white shirt beneath a dark blue jacket, form-fitting khaki-colored pants, and tall black boots. He looked like he could have just strolled in from winning first place in a horse showing competition.

Oddly, Clark found his face to at once be unexpectedly young and old. A refreshing innocence, wholesomeness, presented itself plainly on Gar's fine features. Amongst the endlessly cynical and worldly youths of the day, it was a quality that Clark found refreshing. And yet, there were shadows circling Gar's eyes, and his face was drawn and drained. An aspect about his gaze appeared guarded, flinty. Clark couldn't help but wonder if he was watching a child being thrust into the shackles of adulthood well before his time.

Considering his observations, Clark decided to begin the interview with a few warm-up questions to determine Gar's openness.

"Much of the public was surprised at the sudden acquisition of STAR Labs by Dayton Industries," Clark began. "Was the deal intentionally secret, or was it merely a recent decision?"

"Recent," Gar responded promptly. "My father had the idea several weeks ago, put it to the Dayton Industries' board, and here we are. By no means did we ever intend to give the impression of any expedient behavior on the behalf of anyone involved."

The answer was a typical politician's spiel: suave reassurance while maintaining plausible deniability all the while. "What is Dayton Industries's intention by buying STAR Labs?" Clark queried.

"We've been looking to expand Dayton Laboratories for some time, now," Gar responded smoothly. "Securing STAR seemed like the best method for the task. We're very eager for our partnership to commence- Dayton Labs has a variety of projects we're interested in continuing, and of course, we also want to continue with our development."

At last, a hook. "Development?" Clark repeated curiously. "You mean we can expect for Dayton Labs to be establishing further facilities?"

"Of course. Like any other business, Dayton Industries is always seeking its next opportunity," Gar replied.

"So, what's the next opportunity for your labs?" Jimmy inquired.

With just a hint of a smile playing on his youthful features, Gar momentarily glanced upward toward the clear blue sky. Clark instantly made the connection, but it was Jimmy who voiced it.

"Space travel." His voice was both astonished and excited. "How long has that been in the works?"

"Not just space travel." Something flickered in Gar's gaze, and though Clark studied him diligently, he couldn't read the emotion. "Space outposts. Labs established on other planets, to encourage aliens to visit us, so we can learn their anatomy, culture, technology. Imagine- humans learning the ways of the Martians, the Tamaraneans, the Almeracians. Think of how us humans could evolve with that amount of knowledge readily available to us."

"You think forming a lab facility on another planet is possible?" Clark asked, eyebrows raised. He'd heard nothing about such a development previously, even with his various contacts in the expanded Justice League and the government. He couldn't but worry at the potential ramifications of Dayton Industries' plans.

"It's not a question of possibility, Mr. Kent, but a question of schedule." Gar serenely poured himself a cup of tea.

Clark exchanged surprised glances with Jimmy. "When will the off-planet lab facility be completed, then?"

Gar waved a hand dismissively. "Completion could take years, but we begin construction in a few months. We haven't set the exact date yet, but rest assured we'll be announcing it soon."

"And what's your motivation for going into space?" Clark quizzed him. "What was the impetus?"

Again, a new expression flitted across Gar's features, but this time, Clark was able to catch it: deep-rooted, boundless grief.


End file.
